THE TOUGH BEYOND

of our age to the realm of Shakespeare's imagination,
with its glooms and splendours, the storms that
threaten to tear the world from its hinges, and
scenes that break the heart, what most delights me
is to have found, or to imagine that I have found,
aloof from the manifestations of what he called his
* rough magic/ the disenchanted Prospero of this
dukedom, the dreamy Prince of the world of his own
meditation. And if, lingering too long to listen,
spell-bound, to this voice, surely the most magical,
the most musical of all voices, I too have lost my
reason, it is not amid the shouting theorists that you
shall find me, but babbling, among the imbecile
adorers, my praise.
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